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T talked  with  Pickle  Adam?  st  ' :V  r»  this  data,  February  17,  1?6L. 

TV#  fellow*'''’  st*' ament  is  vbat  s» a said  happened  November  ??,  1963. 

*jr  naan  is  Vickie  '-dams,  3®0<>  Cole,  Art.  D.,  no  phone.  *ty  ,1ob  Is 
office  service  representative.  I reported  to  work  t'-at  day  about  ® s 30  an, 
and  1 worked  in  that  capacity  until  n? on. 

A friend  of  mine,  -Isles  I'inon,  who  lives  in  vak  Cliff  and  work?  in  the 
office,  wanted  to  take  tome  moving  pictures  of  tie  motorcade.  1 opened  a 
third  floor  window  about  tbs  third  one  from  the  front  of  t>  e building.  She 
took  pictures  of  the  motorcade.  '"hen  the  ^resident  got  in  front  of  us  X 
heard  someone  call  him,  and  he  turned.  That  is  when  I heard  tie  first 
shot.  T thought  it  was  s fire  cracker.  Then  the  second  shot  I saw  the 
Secret  Service  men  run  to  the  hack  of  the  ^resident's  car.  hfter  the 
third  ♦ot,  T went  mil  the  back  door.  7 said,  "I  think  someone  has  been 
shot."  The  elevator  was  not  running  and  there  was  no  one  on  tve  stairs.  T 
sent  down  to  the  first  floor.  7 sew  Hr.  holly  and  another  employee  named 
"’ll.  The  freight  elevator  had  not  moved,  and  T si'll  did  not  see  anyone 
on  the  stairs. 

T ran  out  the  hack  door  of  the  depository'  and  around  to  the  front.  I 
started  down  toward  the  railroad  tracks  when  an  officer  etc  pad  me  and  turned 
me  hack.  1 asked  tie  officer  if  the  President  was  shot,  and  he  said  he  did 

not  know,  is  1 turned  back  1 saw  another  employee  J'o  ana  standing  by  the 
front  of  the  build 'ng  facing  Kim  Street.  T stopped  and  talked  with  every 
’ avir  another  employee.  I saw  two  men  in  str-  t.  clothes,  one  wan  gest  ring 


